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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Written as inspiration came calling at around midnight and | pulled out a blank notebook and decided to run with 


it. 


Steve and Phil were having sex. 


Making love, even. He could tell. Steve's head was cradled against Phil's shoulder, lips against Phil's neck, 
murmuring as the thrusts pushed his back against the wall. Pushed his shoulder blades against the wall. They 
rubbed against the fabric of his T-shirt and his denim jacket and the jacket against the cheap plaster of the 
wall and Steve's chin against the stubble along Phil's jaw. 


They were dressed. 
Jean fronts flapping, open. Underwear pushed aside. Steve's jeans and his underwear discarded on the floor. 


Steve's bare legs wrapped around Phil's lower back. Held up by sheer force of will and lust and Phil's legs as 
the heels ground into the stained carpet and his knees bent and his jeans folded into geometric pockets around 


his calves and his ankles. 


They were pushed up against the end of the hall. It was roped off and Peter Mensch had hung up an 
Authorized Personnel Only Beyond This Point sign, so he had taken his half-empty bottle of Heineken, hanging 
from his index finger, and his bottle of prescription pain killers slipped into the front pocket of his jacket and 
his ounce of coke and he had slipped behind the door and its sign. He was authorized, after all. He was in the 


band. 

Steve and Phil were in the band. 

Phil's ass rose and fell, hips pushing forward and up. One hand rose to press against the wall, fingers spread 
wide. It slid down. Stopped. Fingers flexed, clawing at nothing. Slid down once more. Caressed the plaster. Phil's 
face was buried in Steve's hair. 

He knew what Phil was doing, where his lips were. Against Steve's ear. They moved against the soft, pale skin 
of Steve's lobe as Phil whispered and his breath was hot and he licked saliva off the corners of his mouth, 
"Come on. Good boy. Fuck me." Even if Phil was the one fucking Steve, thrusting in sharp jabs so that Steve's 
back slapped against the wall. 

But Phil wasn't fucking Steve. 

They were having sex. 

Their bodies moved in unison, slowly, dipping and rising as their faces touched, eyes closed and lips parted. Phil 
was panting. Under his breath. Steve's hands wrapped around Phil's back, drew him closer as Phil rose on his 
toes and shuddered in release and Steve's head lolled against the wall. Breath was exhaled. It trembled across 
the muscles of their arms and cooled off the sweat beneath their clothes. 

Steve would look at Phil. 

He would look at him and there would be love there and Phil would smooth back a lock of hair and cradle him 
close and he gripped the plastic baggie with the ounce of coke tightly. The lump of white powder bit into the 
life lines and the love lines of his palm. 

The pain killers were already in his system. The alcohol pushed them along his veins. 

Phil was looking at Steve. 

"| love you." 


There was some pain. 


Sometimes it took the drugs longer than usual to kill all of the pain. 
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